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One 


| was leaving and | wasn't looking back. Fuck that place. Fuck it. It didn't mean | had a place to go, | didn't have 
anywhere to go. There was a line | thought of once in a while that maybe I'd put in a song someday or 
something. It went like, sometimes you forget where you're going, sometimes its harder to leave. That line was 
cool and I'd use it someday, but it was like, walking along the road I'd walked a million times before, still in 
Lafayette, | felt like I'd never get there. | didn't even know where there was yet, but | knew it wasn't here. 
That was all | knew. Maybe knowing one thing was enough. 


| was leaving because shit was just getting piled up on me, the cops hassling me for nothing, really. Every time 
they saw me they'd mess with me, call me a girl and that kind of shit. Yeah, | had long hair, but lots of guys 
did. It was fucking 1919, it wasn't like long hair on a guy was new, but around here the 50's never ended. 
Sometimes I'd look in the mirror and think that being called a girl and shit wasn't just because of the long hair, 
but whatever. So | had high cheekbones and long gold eyelashes and | was skinny, did | want to look like some 
hulking football player jock with a fucking crew cut? 


| walked toward the highway, because that was the way out of this town, it was like an artery that lead away 
from the rotten heart of the town. | wanted out. ! wanted away from these small minded cops in this Town and 


| wanted to get away from my parents with all their preaching bullshit. | mean, what the hell? My father was 


a fucking preacher and everything and he always talked about loving your neighbor and all that stuff but he 
used to beat us all the time, me and my brother and sister, he beat us all of the time, how is that love? 


What does that have to do with love? 


It didn't, but | didn't care. | didn't care about my mother being too young and scared to ever talk to and | knew 
she was so upset about having me, being pregnant at lb, | knew she was so miserable and anxious and | could 
feel that inside of me, | felt it then and | could feel it now. It's like the world doesn't want you to exist. My 
mother and grandparents and my father and all my mother's teachers and friends, everyone would have been 
happier if she hadn't been a dumb shit and got knocked up and she panicked, | didn't really blame her. You know, 
| didn't blame her for panicking. Who wouldn't? But | could feel that fear coursing through my blood stream. 


So | was out of there. | walked along the shoulder of the highway, the dust from all the cars getting in my 
eyes, and | tried to hitch a ride but no one was stopping. | thought about all the boring days in school where 
they tried to cram my head full of shit | didn't want to learn, shit that was irrelevant to me. | was IT, | was 
almost an adult, and as an adult I'd do what was relevant to me. I'd fucking become something on my own 
terms, not like these scared little rats in that town working at the factory and drinking beer in the local bar 
on a Friday night and fighting with their wives or girlfriends. | wasn't going to have that life. 


Man, | knew it wasn't going to be easy. | knew that. | had shit. | had ten bucks and a joint, that was all | owned, 
that and the clothes on my back. But | wasn't afraid, and even if | was | was more afraid of staying in that 
fucking close-minded little town where they called you a fag if you liked The Rolling Stones or David Bowie. | 
was sick of their judgments and their expectations and their hypocrisy. Did it ever occur to anyone there that 
their expectations weren't mine? No. They didn't give a shit, they just expected you to work like a dog for 
about 50 years with nothing to show for it except a cheap gold watch and a tiny pension that they'd try to 


steal from you anyway. 


Yeah, | wasn't going to stay under their thumbscrews anymore. They could all go fuck themselves. | wasn't 
afraid of shit being hard or being poor or working at some shit job to make ends meet while | worked on what 
was real to me, what mattered to me, because | wasn't just going to be a slave to their little antiquated 


Lafayette system. 


Someone finally pulled over, a white van with some air conditioning repair spiel on the side of it. | went over 
and peered in. The guy in the van looked friendly enough, and | glanced back toward home once, and then | got 


in. 


